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"up by her Jacobite aunt, Lady Worsley, one of the most
" zealous of that party. The Marchioness herself told my
" father that, on her aunt's upbraiding her when a child with
*' not attending prayers, she answered that she heard her
" ladyship did not pray for the King. ' Not pray for the
" King ?' said Lady Worsley ; ' who says this ? I will have
u you and those who sent you know that I do pray for the
" King ; hut I do not think it necessary to tell God Almighty
" who is king.'"

This is naivete, which becomes wit to the bystander,
though simply the natural expression of the thought to him
who utters it. Another instance, no less lively, is the
following, mentioned at Strawberry Hill by " the sister of
one of our first statesmen, now deceased." " She had heard
" a boy, humoured to excess, tease his mother for the remains
" of a favourite dish : mamma at length replied, ' Then do
" take it, aud have done teasing me.5 He then flew into a
" passion, roaring out, f What did you give it me for ? I
" wanted to have snatched it5"

The next passage we shall cite relates to a very eminent
character indeed, truly respectable, and entirely English,
viz. Plum-pudding. The obstinate and inveterate ignor-
ance of Frenchmen on this subject is well known. Their
errors are grievous, pitiable, and matter of scorn and detest-
ation to every enlightened mind. In civilisation, in trial
by jury, and many other features of social happiness, it has
been affirmed that the French are two centuries behind us.
We believe it. But with regard to plum-pudding they are
at least five centuries in arrear. In the Ommcma, we think
it is, Mr. Southey has recorded one of their insane attempts
at constructing such a pudding: the monstrous abortion
which on that occasion issued to the light the reader may
imagine, and will be at no loss to understand that volley of
"Diables," " Sacres," and " MorUeus" which it called forth,
when we mention that these deluded Frenchmen made cheese
the basis of their infernal preparation. Now, under these
circumstances of national infatuation, how admirable must
have been the art of an English party who, in the very city
of Paris (that centre of darkness on this interesting subject),
and in the very teeth of Frenchmen, did absolutely extort